The Tragedie 

K>ng‘ We'l, let it Hr ike. 

Bttc. Why let it (hike ? 

King. Becaufe that like a Iacke thou keepft the ftrok* 
Betwixt thy begging anj my meditation r 
1 am not in the giuing vainr to day. 

Bttc. Why then refolue me whether you wilier no? 

Tut, tut, thou trouble!! me,I am not in the vaine , £ Xlt 
Buc. Is iteutn fo, rewards hee my true feruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made I him King for this ? 

O let me thinke on Mailings and be gone 
To Brecknock*, while my fearefull head is on. Exit. 
Enter Sir Francis T trrell. 

Tiir.The tiranous and bloody deede is done, 

The moft arch-a&s of pittiou* maflacre. 

That euer yet this land was guilty of, 

^Dighton and Forreji whom I did fubborne, 

To do this ruthfull peece of butchery, 

Although they were flcfht villaines.bloudy dogs. 

Melting with tendemtffe and compaffion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftorie s : 

Loc thus quoth Dtgbten lay thefe tender babes, 
Thus,thus quoth Forrefi gitaling one another 
Within their inocent alablaftcr armes, 

Their lipes like foute red Roles on a ftalke, 

When in theie fommer beauty kill each other, 

A bookeof prayer one their pillow laie, 
which once quoth Fmv/? almoft chang’d my mind, 

But O the Diuell ! there the villian fiopt, 
WhilftD/gira»thus told, on we fmoothered 
The moft replenilht fweet worke of nature 
That from the prime Creation euer he framde. 

They could not fpeake,and fo I left them both, 

To bring theie tidings to the bloody King, 

Enter Kmg Richard. 

Andheare he comes. All haile my foueraigne Liege. 

Bjng. Kind T*rre//,and I happy in thy ne wes ? 

Ttr. Ifto’haue done the thing you gauc in charge 
Beget your ldpyjieffe, bee happy then, 

For It is done mv T e-rd. 
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of Richard the Third. 

King. But didft thou fee them dead? 

•ftrtl did my Lord.’ 

King. And buried gentle Ttrrill > 

K (r \ The Chaplaincofthe Tower hath buried them ; 
put how or in what place I doe not know. 

Kwg. Come to mce Thrift foone after fupper. 

And thou ftialt tell the proceffe of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good, 

^nd be inheritor of thy defire. Exit Thrift 

Farewell till foone. 

Thefonneof Qarence haue I pend vp clofe. 

His daughter meanely haue I raatcht in marriage, 

The fonnes of Edvard fleepe in tAbrahams boiome. 

And e/fnne my wife hath bid the world goodnight : 

Now for I know the Brittaine Rjehmend airaes 
^ndyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 
jrfndby that kno t leokes proudly ore the Crowne, 

To her I gee a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter fcatesby. 

Cat. My Lord. 

Kmg. Good ne wes or bad, that thou comeft fo bluntly ? 
^(jr.Bad newes my "LovA.Ely is fled to Richmtnd, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welckmea 
Is in the field, and ftill his power encrealeth, 

Kmg Ely with 'Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leueld army : 

Come I haue heard that fearefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay , 

Delay leades impotent and fnaile-pac’t beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my wings, 
lone, ’JMercury, and Herald for a King : 

Come mufter men, tny caunfaile is my fhield, 

Wc mull be briefe.when traytors brauc the field. Extetnt. 

Enter Queen e (JWargret fola. 

Qu, Mar. So now prolperity begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefe confines fllie hauellurkt. 

To watch the warning of mine aduerfarici : 
Adireindu&ionam I witneffetoo, 

And will to France , hoping the confequeRce 
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